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tables on which were some ugly ornaments, mostly
chipped or broken, and a great many spotted and
faded photographs. A gun, a rifle, and several senti-
mental pictures broke the monotony of the white
walls. The rest of the furniture consisted of a great
many chairs, two or three lamps, and a book-case
with thirty or forty books in it.
When Silindu entered the room with the Rate-
mahatmaya, the magistrate was lying in a long chair
reading a book.   He got up and went over to sit
down at the writing-table.    He was  the  white
Hamadoru, whom Silindu had seen before in the
court.   He was dressed now in black, in evening-
dress.  He sat back in his chair and stared at Silindu
in silence for a minute or two with his "cat's eyes";
he looked cross and tired.   Silindu had instinctively
squatted down again.   The Ratemahatmaya angrily
told him to stand up.   The magistrate seemed to be
lost in thought: he continued to stare at Silindu, and
as he did so the look of irritation faded from his
face.   He noted the hopelessness and suffering in
Silindu's face, the slow weariness of effort with which
he moved his limbs.   "He need not stand," he said
to the Ratemahatmaya.   "He looks damned tired,
poor devil.   You can take a chair yourself, Rate-
mahatmaya.    God!    This is a nice time to bring
me work, and you seem to've brought me a miser-